The (JomicaH Hi (lory of 

And they did make no noyfe,ln fuch a night, 

Troylut mc-thinks mounted the Troyan wals. 

And figh’ddris foule toward the Grecian Tent* 

Where Crejfada lay that night* 

Iejfica* In fuch a night 
Did Thisbie fearefully ore-trip the dew* 

And faw the Lyons ihadow erehimfdfc. 

And ranne difmay ed away. 

Loren An fuch a night 
S tood Dido with a willow in her hand 
Vpon the wilde fea banks,and waft her Loue 
T o come againe to (farthage. 

Iejfica An fuch a night, 

Medea, gathered the inchanted hcarbs 
That did renew old Efon . 

Loren An fuch a night 
Did Iejfica fteale from the wealthy lew. 

And with an vnthrifcloue did runne from Venice, 

As farre as Belmont. 

Iejfica An fuch a night 

Did young Lorenzo fwcare he loued her well. 

Stealing her foule with many vowes of faith. 

And nereatrueone. 

Loren An fuch a night 
Did pretty Iejfica (like a little (hrew) 

Slander her Loue>and he forgaue it her. 

iejfica A would out-night you did nobody come : 

But hearke^I hearc the footing of a man. 

Enter a Afejfenger. 

Loren. Who eomes'fo faftin filence of the night? 

Aieffen. A friend. 

Loren A friend,wbat friend,your name I prayyou friend. 

Bee 




Afejfen.Stepha.no is my name 4 and I bring word 
My miftris will before thebreake of day 
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Beheere at Belmont , (he doth ftray about 
By holy croffes where fhekneeles and prayes 

For happy wedlockes hourcs. 1 

Lonn.Who comes with her ? 

Meffen . None but a holy Hermit and her maid : 

I pray you is my Matter yet return’d? 

LorenAAt is not,nor we haue not heard from him. 

But goe we in I pray thee Iejfica, 

And ceremonioufly let vs prepare 
Some welcome for the Miftris ofthe houfe. 

Enter Clow net, 

Clowne* Sola,fola : wo ha, ho fola/ola. 

Loren.SNho calles i 

C/<?>*».Sola,did you fee }A. Lorenzo y M*Lorenz,G,{ohAoh* 

LorcnXzmz hollowing man^eerc. 

CW^.Sola, where, where ? 

Loren cere. 

Clown* Tell him there’s a Poft come frommyMafter, with 
his home full of good newes, my M after will be hecrc crc mor- 
ning, fwccte foule. 

Loren. Let’s in, and there expeft their comming. 

And yet no matter ; why fhould wf -go in ? ^ 

My friend Stepbano , fignific I pray you 
Within the houfe, your miftris is at hand. 

And bring your muficke foorth into the ayre. 

How fweetc the Moonc-light fleepes vpon this bankc, 

Hcere will we fit,and let the founds of muficke 
Creepe in our eares foft ftilnefle,and the night 
Become the tutchcs of fweete harmony r 
Sit IeJfica y \ookc how the floore of heauen 
Is thicke inlayed with patients of bright gold. 

There 5 s not the fmalleft orbe which thou beholdft. 

But in his motion like an Angell lings, 

-Still quiring to the youngeide Cherubins j 

Stich ; 
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